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LIGHT. : What means your highness to mistrust me

thus?
K. EDW. : What mean'st thou to dissemble with me

thus?
LIGHT. : These hands were never stain'd with innocen*

blood,

Nor shall they now be tainted with a king's.
K. EDW. : Forgive my thought for having such a

thought.
One jewel have I left; receive thou this :

(giving jewel

Still fear I, and I know not what's the cause,
But every joint shakes as I give it thee.
O, if thou harbour'st murder in thy heart,
Let this gift change thy mind, and save thy soul!
Know that I am a king. Oh, at that name,
I feel a hell of grief! where is my crown ?
Gone, gone ! and do I (still) remain alive ?
LIGHT. : You're overwatch'd, my lord: lie down an

rest.
K. EDW. : But that grief keeps me waking, I should

sleep;

For not these ten days have these eye-lids closed.
Now, as I speak, they fall; and yet with fear
Open again. O, wherefore sitt'st thou here ?
LIGHT. : If you mistrust me, I'll be gone, my lord.
K. EDW. : No, no; for, if thou mean'st to murder me
Thou wilt return again ; and therefore stay. (Sleeps
LIGHT. : He sleeps.
K. EDW. (waking): O, let me not die yet! O, stay

while 1
LIGHT. : How now, my lord !